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gance of hysterical joy, and every consideration went by the board
in the determination to "give the boys a good time." On accept-
ing a declaration of love, young women did not blushingly
require their lovers to "ask papa"; they either rushed off to a
registry office or went to bed without waiting for the parson to
say grace. With a troop train waiting in the station, special
constables turned their backs on copulating couples in the waiting-
rooms or on seats in the dim lights of platforms. Such excesses
were necessarily limited to the duration of war's nightmare, but
the cheeks of respectability were bound to burn at the thought
that they had ever been allowed to happen, and Humbug could
no longer confront the rising generation with the same im-
pregnable prudery. In All Our Testerdays, Mr. H, M. Tomlinson
summarises this work of the war:

"In Prance we had grown used to opinions which, had they
been exposed carelessly in daylight to civilians at home, might
have caused alarms from police whistles ... It no longer
shocked us to see Law and Religion derelict, as were other
honoured things, on the flood which had left traditional bear-
ings below the horizon of 1914. The talk at most mess-tables
in France wandered freely and with slight deference even to
the presence of august military rank. Generals were generals,
with the privileges due to their degree, even yet they shared
the common lot of a day, wherein the wreckage of Society's
moral safeguards was like the policeman's battered helmet in the
gutter the morning after the joy of Mafeking night. We were
looking for clues to a new order, if there were any, because a
new order might not be easy to find since most of Europe's
younger men had a duty, as good soldiers, to deride and destroy
all that priest and schoolmaster had once advised them was of
divine ordination. Our elders, in the desperation of their fears,
had allowed youth to see how much society had ever deserved
its respect and fidelity. That peep, as into the interior of a
'hitherto revered and terrible family sarcophagus, made even
the enemy's machine-guns the less terrible to face. Before the
last shot was fired, ancient thrones and altars would be tottering
through the work of worms unsuspected."

The old gods fell, and the Victorian era appeared in retrospect
from 1920 very like the mausoleum which Soames Forsyte